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the environs of Sasseram. We merely wished to spend a
night in this spot, to replenish our stock of wood and
water, and start again at dawn of day.
This programme we carried out, and next morning, before
the burning mid-day heat began, we were far on our
way.
The landscape was still much the same ; that is, very rich
and very cultivated. Such it appeared on approaching the
marvellous valley of the Ganges. I will not stop to
describe the numberless villages we passed lying in the
midst of extensive rice-fields, nestling amid groves of
palms, interspersed with mangoes and other trees of mag-
nificent growth and foliage.
We never paused on our way; for even if the road
was blocked by a cart, drawn by slow-paced zebus, two
or three shrieks from our whistle caused them to draw
on one side, and we dashed past to the great amazement
of the ryots.
I was delighted and charmed at the sight of a great
number of fields of roses. We were indeed not far distant
from Ghazipore, the great centre of production of the
water, or rather essence, made from these flowers.
I asked Banks if he could give me any information
about this most valued product, which in the matter of
perfumery seems to be the height of perfection.
" Here is a calculation/' was Bank's reply, "which will